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Red grief and mother's hunger in her eye,
And down dead-heavy sank her curls, and half
The sacred mother's bosom, panting, burst
The laces toward her babe; but she nor cared
Nor knew it, clamouring on, till Ida heard,
Look'd up, and rising slowly from me, stood
Erect and silent, striking with her glance
The mother, me, the child; but he that lay
Beside us, Cyril, batter *d as he was,
Trail'd himself up on one knee: then he drew
Her robe to meet his lips, and down she look'd
At the arm'd man sideways, pitying, as it seem'd,
Or self-involved; but when she learnt his face,
Remembering his ill-omen'd song, arose
Once more thro' all her height, and o'er him
grew
Tall as a figure lengthened on the sand
When the tide ebbs in sunshine, and he said:
f O fair and strong and terrible !   Lioness
That with your long locks play the Lion's mane!
But Love  and   Nature, these  are  two  more
terrible
And stronger.    See, your foot is on our necks,
We vanquished, you the Victor of your will.
What would you more ?  give her the   child!
remain
Orb'd in your isolation: he is dead,
Or all as dead : henceforth we let you be :
Win you the hearts of women ; and beware
Lest, where you seek the common love of these,
The common hate with the revolving wheel
Should drag you down, and some great Nemesis
Break from a darken'd future, crown'd with fire,
And tread you out for ever: but howsoe'er
Fix'd in yourself, never in your own arms
To hold your own, deny not hers to her,
Give her the child!   O if, I say, you keep
One pulse that beats true woman, if you loved
The breast that fed or arm that dandled you,